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is genuinely impressive. The second is the Fort,
the Emperor's Palace, which I saw for the first time
from the summit of a tower of the great mosque,
facing it and built during the same epoch.
The afternoon was drawing to its close ; from
my lofty eyrie I had a bird's-eye prospect over all
Delhi. Before me rose the high battlements of the
fortress-city of the Moghuls, blood-red in the rays
of the declining sun. A great hush brooded on the
huge square mass of stone framing within flamboy-
ant walls a sombre maze of gardens whence rose the
shapely domes of palaces, tapering spindles of a
little mosque, and narrow roofs of long arcades.
Beside the stately calm of the old Moghul city, its
ordered beauty and rich marble walls red-glowing
in the sunset light, importunately squatted like two
poor relations, the former British Delhi, a grey
penurious welter of stone houses, and the native
Delhi, ramshackle and supine, teeming with dusty
bazaars and unprepossessing samples of humanity.
Two needy parasites, tattered and unkempt, they
had fastened themselves on the rich mother-city,
for all her age as beautiful as ever. Only the Jumna
which had lapped her palaces in earlier days had
withdrawn from her. Far away to the South, I
saw the river, a long skein of grey silk brushing
the far-flung ramparts that defend the city of the
Moghuls.
Next day, at the entrance of the Fort, I came on a
group of British soldiers dwarfed to insignificance
by the tremendous portal. At the end of a long,
dark, vaulted corridor, lined with little shops like
miniature canteens, were some more fair-haired
young soldiers, all as like as brothers, quaffing brown
ale. I crossed an inner courtyard, then another
and another, all of them spacious and nobly pro-